GHOSTS   AT  NO.   6               129
Montagu consulted him. Mr. Montagu was
assured that I was not merely a German, but
positively a Jew. Mr. Montagu adjusted his
monocle. cls it possible?5 he murmured.
Tact, I assure you/ exploded the Major.
'Why, youVe only to look at him.5 cYes,'
drawled Mr. Montagu; cin that case I had
better look at him. Oh, and Major, do, if
you can find it in your heart, show a little
indulgence to us Jews.3 No less damaging
to my prospect of transfer was the wholly
unfounded allegation of my popularity as
a negotiator. But the authority here was
Sir Thomas Munro, who not merely never
spoke ill of any one, but invented with every
detail of veracity the most fantastic virtues
in the least deserving. He had in mind, I
imagine, 6 a.m. on Hackney Marshes when
I addressed a crowd of strikers from an up-
turned tub. It appeared, later, that my
speech had merely made the whole shift,
who had been returning to work, twenty
minutes late, but this, after all, Sir Thomas
Munro was entitled to urge, did not dis-
tinguish me from other able strike-settlers.
Sir Thomas Munro was supported in other
quarters, but nowhere, in Mr. Montagu's
view, so strongly as by Major Fitz-Bones
(peace be to his ashes!). The Minister
accordingly sent for me to announce Ms
decision.
I  have  no  knowledge  of, or desire  to